YERMA
FOURTH LAUNDRESS:
Your petticoat to me
is silvery boat and breeze
that sweep along the sea.
FIRST LAUNDRESS:
These clothes that are my baby's
I wash here in the stream
to teach the stream a lesson
how crystal-like to gleam.
SECOND LAUNDRESS:
Down the hillside he comes
at lunchtime to me,
my husband with one rose
and I give him three.
FIFTH LAUNDRESS:
Through meadows at dusk comes
my husband to eat.
To live coals he brings me
I give myrtle sweet.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS:
Through night skies he comes,
my husband, to bed.
I, like red gillyflowers,
he, a gillyflower red.
FIRST LAUNDRESS:
And flower to flower must be wed
when summer dries the reaper's blood so red.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS:
And wombs be opened to birds without sleep
when winter tries the door and cold's to keep.
FIRST LA UNDRESS:
The bedclothes must receive our tears.
FOURTH LAUNDRESS:
But we must sing in bed!
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